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| Never Cry 


Author's Notes: 
Written back in 2004. | liked it enough to keep it and post it here. 


No money was made from this, | mean no harm, ect. 


He's not the same as Keith. | never expected him to be when we got together, either. Sure, he plays the 
drums. But he's not Moon the Loon. He's not the Keith that | fell in love with. 


But, how can | expect him to be? He'll never be Keith. And I've accepted that. It would be wrong of me to ask, 
or expect him to live up to those expectations! He's a different person. A person that I've also fallen in love 


with. 


I'd be a liar if | were to say that | didn't still think of Keith when we're together. know its wrong. | shouldn't 
do it. But | can't help it. When the lights are off, after we've just had sex, | put my arms around him. Bury my 
face in his neck. | have to bite back tears, because | never cry. It helps to imagine its Keith | have my arms 


around. It helps me fall asleep. 


He must know. He'd be blind not to see it. But he's a good boyfriend. He doesn't say a thing. Lets me continue 
thinking I'm with Keith. 


He's too good for me. Really, he is. | wonder if he cries himself to sleep, when we aren't together? Maybe he 


does when we are, and | don't notice it, because I'm too caught up in my own thoughts and fantasies. 


| must be the worst boyfriend he's ever had. .Its not that | don't love Kenney. | do. But, | still miss Keith. | 
suppose we all do. Some more than others. | wonder if he can ever forgive me for this? Even though, | don't 


deserve to be forgiven 


He's asked me about it before. .. "John, why don't you talk to me about this? Maybe | can help you?" To which 
I've always replied that | was fine, and didn't need any help. That there wasn't anything that Kenney could do. 
And so, | busied myself with the work we had to do on the album. "Face Dances", the first album we'd put out 
since IT718's "Who Are You". 


Kenney and | had been dating on and off for years. He was perfectly ok with the fact Keith and | were serious. 
While myself and Kenney were "casual". Keith hadn't minded either. He was always running from me to Pete, 
and occasionally Roger. | guess, in a way, you could say he was the band "slut". And | say that with only love, 


and respect. No harm meant. 


Now, here | am, in bed with Kenney. He's asleep, pressed up against my stomach. Once again, I've had to have 
the lights off so we could fuck. Because with them on, I'm afraid he'll see. See that I'm not thinking of him. | 
may be saying his name, but my mind screams "Keith". And that maybe, he'll see the tears I'm desperately 
trying to hold back. Because | never cry. 


Something is different tonight. Only one small thing is out of place. Its not the way l'm holding him. That's never 
changed. 


I'm crying. Years of repressed tears, and emotion. All coming out at once. Three years of ignoring the 


heartache I've felt. 


I'm not sure if he even notices. Sometimes, | feel like l'm just a "Replacement". Like he doesn't even care for 
me. But, | know that's not true. He says he loves me. | try to believe him, but its so hard. Especially when | 
hear him murmur "Keith" when we go at it. And when he'll only have me on my knees, or my side, facing away 


from him. And when we do fuck with him on top, the lights have to be off. 


It was never like this, when Keith was still alive. We had an amazing sex life, an amazing relationship. Until Keith 
grew bored of whoever he was with, and came back to John. And then, | became nothing but a casual fuck 


once more. 


I've tried talking to John about it. But he never wants to. He says he's fine, and goes on about his day, as if 
nothings changed. Its driving me insane. | love him. But he drives me crazy. | wish he'd just talk to me. Show 


some fucking emotion, instead of being so..blank. 


Tonight, nothing was different. He was on top, the lights were off. His once gentle hands were anything but 
gentle. It wasn't rape. | don't think he'd be capable of such a thing..But, | think it was more of a'l want to get 
this over quick’ thing. 


And now, he's pressed up against my back. One hand around my middle, the other under his pillow. His face 
buried in my neck. | figure this would be like the other nights. He'd whimper for a while, trying not to cry, then 
he'd fall asleep. 


But, no. Somethings changed. His reserve finally cracks, and he's crying. Just like | knew he would, one day. | 
don't think he could stop himself, even if he wanted.. 


| squirm out of his grasp, turn over to face him, and pull him close. He buries his face in my chest, clings to 


me, and weeps. | run my fingers through his hair with one hand, and rub his back with the other. 
"IFs alright.l'm here for you." | whisper. I've never been good at consoling people.. 


He must have cried for hours. Or, it seemed like it, at least. When he'd finally gotten hold of himself enough to 
speak, he let go of me. Looked up into my eyes, and spoke. 


‘lm sorry, Kenney. | never meant to treat you like | have been" Those few simple words made everything 
right. It confirmed that he does love me.. 


